BARBARIAN STORIES

byres and thorn-fenced shelters all round it, and
sometimes an odd sort of grass that seemed to Black-
bird to be the thing she had heard about which bore
sweet grains like that little bagful which Mot had
brought back once and let her taste, and, as well,
there were big, frightening dogs, and a great many
children, and pillars of wood, painted very bright and
carved with open mouths and eyes. People came
running round her and touching her feet and legs
and she wanted terribly to get away, only she said
to herself: 'Mot's here. Mot is close to me. My Mot.
Mot is here/ Inside the dun there was a big round
house made of wooden stakes with mud plastered
between them, and painted red, and a sloped roof of
heather thatch. Blackbird had never seen anything
like it; she did not know how anyone could have dared
to build such a fine house. There was a fire under the
roof hole in the middle that struck hot at anyone
standing in the doorway. Blackbird slid off the horse
and was too stiff to move for a moment, but held on
to his mane and hid her face in it because of all the
men inside the dun. The red-striped rider gave her
a push and she went forward into the house in the
middle, and there was Niat the Chief, sitting on a
high pile of wolf-skins; he had a gold crown with
boars' tusks sticking out of it all round, and the
longest sword Blackbird had ever seen. She fell on
her knees and said: 'I have Mot's price/ Niat glared
at her and said nothing, so she began to untie the gold
things and lay them out on the ground. When she
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